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Ah! Our new passenger! Welcome aboard Ship of Lost Souls. First 
journey you say? Then - please, have my seat; itis warm. I shall move over a 
bit. The first time always is so very cold and mysterious. Darkness lives here 
and cloaks us always. You will adjust to it... eventually. I have been riding this 
vessel for... cannot really say... Time is nonexistent within netherworlds. You 
see, once underway no one can disembark until permitted. We stop, now and 
again, only to let souls on or off. The atmosphere here is leisurely and we 
have no needs at all, which affords one much time for self-reflection and 
serious, inner soul searching. Self-knowing before re-embodiment allows for 
little else. That is why conversation is, nearly, non-existent. Darkness and 
silence are constant traveling companions. Believe me, we dearly need them. 
Without exception, everyone eventually rides Ship of Lost Souls. Every 
passenger pays a fare that is unique to each individual. While embodied none 
of us completed healing processes allowing evolution out of soul 
transmigration. You may be acquainted with it as reincarnation. Once closed, 
however, one becomes worthy to choose release from corporeal realms and 
transcend home. Introductions all around. Across from us is a soul who 
spent life enslaved to casinos; Iam a cuckold spouse whose wife deserted for 
another and arrived here by suicide; the spirit next to me is a jilted bride that 
never healed heart wounds before passing. Lost love claims a majority of 
passengers, BTW. The essence next to you is a very rich king corporeally 
bound to mammon; reasons do not matter though; they only purchase one’s 
ticket aboard Ship of Lost Souls. All passengers as corporal bound 
consciousness cannot leave the circle until overcoming spiritual chains forged 
over lifetimes. I have returned for different reasons but always the same 
cause: unfinished business from one reincarnation that required undergoing 
another one. A circle has no beginning or end - only an entry, exit and center. 
Complete closure is the only key unchaining release from this globular prison. 
Reasons for being here remain infinite; the passenger register is — endless. 
Fools constantly come and go; therefore, this ship never fills or empties on its 
immortal cruise. Strangers do not exist here - we are one. Every 
countenance is familiar: our reflection self-mirrored from every wounded 
heart around us. At some point unknown, I will again off-board while passing 
alongside on-boarding individuals, as will you and the other passenger’s at 
your stops, never looking back upon this crossing; but eventually, perhaps, 


returning for another trip or better yet, hopefully, heal and transcend the 
circle. All aboard! - Ship of Lost Souls. 


